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rAi Tngtdic afUmkt 

Mam. Leartes coroe, you dally with roe, 

I pray you paffe with your mod cunningrt play. , 

Lear, l! (ayyoufoJhaucatyou, 
lie hit you now my Lord: 

And yet it goes alraoft againft my confcicncc. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

7 he j catch one another s Rapier t, and hath are wounded, 
Leartes fades downe, the fhteenefallcs dowtte anddses. 

Km Looke to the Queene. 

Queene O the drinkc, the drinke, Hiiw/irf, the drinke. 
Ham. Treafon,ho, kcepe the gates. 

Lords How ift my Lord Leanest 
Lear. Euen as a coxcombe (hould, 

Foolilhly fiaine with my owne weapon: 

Hamlet , thou haft not in thee halfc an hourc or ntc, 

The fatall Inftrument is in thy hand. 

Vnbated and invenomed: thy mother spoylned 
That drinke was made for thee. 

Ham. The poyfncd Inftrument within my hand. 

Then venome to thy Ycnome.die damn’d vta: 

Come drinke, here lies thy vroonhere. The ktngOse 
Lear. O hcisiuftlyferued: 
fldmlel, before 1 die, here ukc n>y hand. 

Her. No, I am more an antike Roman, 

Then aDane.hereisfome poifonlcft. 

Ham. Vponmylouelchargetheeletitg » 

O fie Horatio, and if thou Uiouldlt die. 

What a feandale wouldft thou leaue behind • 

What tongue (hould tell the ftory of «rd«d* 

If not from thee? O my heart finekcsH^, 

Inline eyes haue loft their figjit, my tongue his y j*' ^ 
Rarewel Horatiofrcmcn rccciue my foulc. ^ 


Prince of Demnarkc. 

Enter Veltemar and the Ambaffadors from England, 
enter Fortenbrajje with hts traine. 

Tort. Where is this bloudy fight? 

Her. Ifaught of woe or wonder you’ld behold. 

Then looke vpon this tragickc fpeftacle. 

Fort. O imperious death! how many Princes 
Haft thou at one draft bloudily Ihot to death? (land, 

Ambaf Our ambaflie that we haue brought from Eng- 
Where be thefe Princes that (hould hearc vs fpeakc? 

O mod mod vnlooked for time! vnhappy country. 

Hor. Content your felues, lie (hew to all, the ground. 
The firft beginning of this T ragedy: 

Let there a fcaffold be rcafrde vp in the market place. 

And let the State of the world be there: 

Where you fliall heare fuch a fad ftory toldc/* 

That neuer mortall man could more vnfolde. 

\4F0rt. I haue fome rights of memory to tins kingdom^ 
Which now to claimc my leifure doth inuitc mces 
Let fou re of our chiefeft Captaincs 
Beare Hamlet hkcafouldier to his grauc. 

For he was likely , had he liued. 

To a prou’d mod royall. 

Take vp the bodie, fuch a fight as this 
Become* the ficldcs, but here doth muebaxoiftifc 
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